CHAPTER   18

A CONFESSION

(Wednesday, June 19; i p.m.)

WHEN WE WERE AGAIN OUTSIDE, Markham asked:

'How in Heaven's name did you know she had put up her
jewels to help Pfyfe?'

eMy charmin' metaphysical deductions, don't y'know,'
answered Vance. eAs I told you, Benson was not the open-
handed, big-hearted altruist who would have lent money
without security; and certainly the impecunious Pfyfe had
no collateral worth ten thousand dollars, or he wouldn't
have forged the cheque. Ergo: someone lent him the security.
Now, who would be so trustin' as to lend Pfyfe that amount
of security except a sentimental woman who was blind tcy,
his amazin* defects? Y'know, I was just evil-minded enough
to suspect there was a Calypso in the life of this Ulysses
when he told us of stopping over in New York to murmur
au revoir to someone. When a man like Pfyfe fails to specify
the sex of a person, it is safe to assume the female gender. So
I suggested that you send a Paul Pry to Port Washington
to peer into his trans-matrimonial activities: I felt certain a
bonne amie would be found. Then, when the mysterious
package, which obviously was the security, seemed to iden-
tify itself as the box of jewels seen by the inquisitive house-
keeper, I said to myself: "Ah! Leander's misguided Dulcine
has lent him her gewgaws to save him from the yawning
dungeon." Nor did I overlook the fact that he had been
shielding someone in his explanation about the cheque.
Therefore, as soon as the lady's name and address were
learned by Tracy, I made the appointment for you. . . .*
We were passing the Gothic-Renaissance Schwab resi-
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